THE 


TRAGEDf  OF 


LADT  ISABELLji. 


THE 

Lady  ISABELLA'S  tragedt 


THERE  was  i  Lord  of  worthy  fams, 
and  a  hunting,  he  would  fide, 
AtUtndQ^  with  a  noble  train 

of  getiiry  by  his  fide:  ^ 


Jknd  wKiin  he  did  iii  chace  <*eniahi, 
to  lee  both  Iport  and  play, 

his  Lady  went,  ds  flie  did  feign, 
lipon  the  church  to  pray* 


'f  he  Lord  he  had  a  Daughter  fiurj 
t^hofe  b€auty  Ihofie  foi  bright. 
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She  was  belovM  both  far  and  neq.f  ^ 
by  many  a  Loid  aud  Knighu 


Fair  Isabella  fos  was  caird 
a  creature  fair  was  cail'd. 

She  was  her  Parhet's  only  joy, 
as  afte  you  ftjall  fee. 


But  now  her  cruel  Step-Mother 


did  envy  her  fo  much. 
That  day  by  day  tht  fought  her  life. 


>he  bargained  with  the  Mafler-Cook, 


and  calling  of  her  Daughter  ear, 
fhe  thus  lo  her  did  fay; 


her  malice  it  was  juclu 


to  take  her  life  avvav. 


o  home  fweet  Daughter,  f  the  pray, 
go  haflen  prefentiy, 
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And  tell  unto  the  Mafter  Cook 
thefe  words  that  I  tell  thw. 


Go  bid  him  drefs  for  dinner  fttai^hf, 
the  fair  and  milk* white  Doc, 

Which  in  the  park  does  Oiinc  fO  blight, 
there's  none  lb  fair  a  fliow* 


The  Lady  fearing  of  no  harin. 

obey'd  her  Mothef^s  will, 
And  prer.ent!y  (he  haded  homej 

her  mind  for  to  fulfiU 


She  flr?aght  into  the  kitchen  went, 

htr  meffag;e  for  to  tell, 
And  there  fhe  fpy'd  the  Mafter- Cook, 

who  did  with  malice  fwell. 


Now  Mafter-Cook  it  muft  be  fo, 
do  that  which  I  tell^ 


If 


You  needs  m^scdrefe  the  mil  White  Doe, 
and  that  f  ou^aow  full  mil. 

Then  {traight  his  blodf  haadct 

he  on  the  Lady  laid. 
Who  quiver ig  and  (haking  ftandi 

whilil  thus  to  h^r  hi  £ii^ 


Thou  art  the  Doe  that  I  mjift  drcfs, 
fee  here,  behold  my  knife  ! 

For  it  is  pointed  prefeatly 
to  ride  thee  of  thy  life# 


O  then  cri^  out  the  Scullion.boy 
as  loud  as  loud  might  be^ 

O  fave  her  life  good  Mafter-Cook^ 
and  make  your  pye$  of  me^ 


For  Heaven's  fake  do  not  murder 
my  Miftrefs  with  that  kaifej 


You  know  fhc  is  her  Father's  joy, 
for  Chrift's  fake  favc  her  lifc» 


I  will  not  fave  her  life. 

nor  make  my  pyes  of  the, 
And  if  thou  do  this  deed  betray, 

thy  butcher  I  will  be. 


Now  vi  hen  his  Lord  he  did  come  home 

for  to  fit  down  to  eat, 
He  caHed  for  his  daughter  dear, 

to  comeaod  carve  his  meat. 


Out  and  fpokc  this  cruel  ftep  Dame, 
Die's  nut  here  nor  to  be  got  ; 

Into  fome  nuhn'ry  fhe*ll  have  gone, 
yourDauhtcr  now  forget. 


Then  folemnly  he  made  vowj. 
before  the  coaipany, 


That  he  w#uld  neither  ear  nor  driftk, 
!  before  he  did  her  fee. 


P  thea  befpoke  the  >Scul  lion -boy, 
with  a  voice  both  Idu  1  abd  high, 

if  that  you  would  you  Daughter  kt^ 
Good  Sir,  ciit  up  the  pyel 


/V^hercifi  her  flefii  is  minced  fmaU, 
and  parched  with  the  firee* 

S\\  caiifed  by  her  Step- iVlothef, 
who  did  her  hfe  dclif e. 


|)  curfed  be  the  Master  Cook, 

O  curfed  may  he  be, 
]  proffer M  him  my  own  heart^s»bIodd, 
i  from  ddath  to  ^c^,  free.# 


'hen  all  in  biackjhis  Lord  did  teiourii,' 
and  for  his  Daughter's  fake# 


Uc  juijf'ii  the  crud  Sitp^Motheri 
for  to  be  burnt  ac  ftake* 

Likewifc  fee  juclg*d  the  Madcr^ook, 

in  boillug  oil  to  Hand; 
And  made  the  fim^le  Sdulion-boy^ 

thisf  heir  of  all  his  land. 


